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(,Announcing—- 

STRANGE TALES 

It is with great pleasure that we offer this new bi-monthly 
magazine of Weird Fiction, Strange Tales, to the many lovers of f antastic and 
imaginative fiction everywhere. 

We have wanted to bring out a magazine of this type ever 
since Astounding Stories, devoted to Science Fiction, made its successful 
appearance a year and a half ago.. Weird Fiction and Science Fiction are the 
natural divisions of the literature of fantasy, and we felt it most fitting that 
both these themes be given their supreme expression as twin magazines under 
the Clayton Standard. 

And now at last we have these twins, Strange Tales and 
Astounding Stories, true and fitting companion magazines. 

You'll like Strange Tales, especially if you enjoy Science 
Fiction. There are places where the line between super-science and the 
so-called supernatural is very slim indeed. Vampire, leopard-men, voodoo, 
elemental, black magic—such stories are universally popular; and you can 
expect to enjoy no end those we will buy under our now-famous policy of 
sparing no effort and expense to secure the finest stories by the best and most 
outstanding authors. 

We have already been given most enthusiastic cooperation 
by writers, artists and others interested in the Weird Fiction theme. We were 
surprised to learn how many well-known writers had weird stories, labors of 
love, tucked away against the day when they could sell them for what they 
felt they were worth—and surprised again to discover how many others will 
write such stories now that they have a highly paid quality market for them. 

AH this joy-labor, all this sincere writing, we bring to you. 

The list of authors who so far have contributed material 
to Strange Tales reads like the American Who’s Who of fantastic fiction. 
Among them are Victor Rousseau, Charles Willard Difiin, Francis Flagg, 
Arthur J. Burks, S. B. H. Hurst, Ray Cummings, Capt. S. P. Meek, Paul 
Ernst, Gordon MacCreagh, Edmond Hamilton, S. W. Ellis, Jack Williamson 
and S. P. Wright. Several of these have stories in this first issue. And you 
see that Wesso has done the cover. 

So there is cause for rejoicing 1 

And now comes your part. Tell your friends about your 
new Weird Fiction magazine; insist that your newsdealer save you a copy. 
And write in and give us your criticisms, good and bad; we lean heavily on 
the advice you “associate editors” give us, and will need it to make Strange 
Tales the top of all that is best. 

-The Editor. 





And now Kent was dying. Noth¬ 
ing could save him: the doctors 
were sure of it. They had tried and 
failed. I stirred in my chair. I had 
hardly moved for hours, and Anne 
had been sitting there by the bed 
all night. The dawn was coming 
now; we could see it at the window, 
its flat light paling the stars. Dr. 
French would return presently, but 
there was nothing that he could 
do. 

Kent had been stricken by a 
malady strange and baffling. For a 
few days both Anne and I had no¬ 

ticed him acting queerly. He seemed 
harassed; disturbed. I recalled say¬ 
ing laughingly, "Kent, what’s the 
matter with you?” And it seemed 
that a wild fear, mingled with a 
look unnamable had leaped into his 
eyes. He had not answered; he had 
frowned finally, and turned away. 

He acted queerly for a few days 
and then he was stricken with a 
sudden fainting spell that soon 
turned into this coma of death in 
which he now lay. I had done my 
best to question the physicians. 
The heart was very slow and very 
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The Place of the Pythons 
By Arthur J. Burks 

A 
ND you shall go down into about her face. The face itself was 
the Place of the Pythons wrinkled and ugly, with two bright 
for your sins!” old eyes, like baleful coals of fire. 

Her long hair, which shining upon me. She shook a bony 
had been as - finger in my face 

of a crow, back 

she had been 
of the most beautiful v, 

words, and 

Tagalogs, now hung in ragged wisps bitter. Perhaps she did, for o 
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THE RETURN OF THE SORCERER 103 

in dragging some object slowly 
along the floor. It seemed to draw 
closer, to approach the door of 
Carnby’s room, and then, after an 
intermission, it began to move again 
and receded. My employer’s agita¬ 
tion was marked; he listened with 
fearful intentness and seemed to 
follow the progress of the sound 
with a terror that mounted as it 
drew near and decreased a little 
with its recession. 

“I am very nervous,” he said. “I 
have worked too hard lately, and 
this is the result. Even a little 
noise upsets me.” 

The sound had now died away 
somewhere in the house. Carnby 
appeared to recover himself in a 
measure. 

“Will you please re-read your 
translation?” he requested. “I want 
to follow it very carefully, word by 

I OBEYED. He listened with the 
same look of unholy absorption 

as before, and this time we were 
not interrupted by any noises in 
the hallway. Carnby’s face grew 
paler, as if the last remnant of 
blood had been drained from it, when 
I read the final sentences; and the 

phosphorescence in a deep vault. 
“That is a most remarkable pas¬ 

sage,” he commented. “I was doubt¬ 
ful about its meaning, with my im¬ 
perfect Arabic; and I have found 
that the passage is wholly omitted 
in the Latin of Olaus Wormius. 
Thank you for your scholarly ren¬ 
dering. You have certainly cleared 
it up for me.” 

His tone was dry and formal, as 
if he were repressing himself and 
holding back a world of unsur- 
misable thoughts and emotions. 
Somehow I felt that Carnby was 

and also that my rendering from 
the Necronomicon had in some mys¬ 
terious manner contributed to his 

perturbation. He wore a ghastly 
brooding expression, as if his mind 
were busy with some unwelcome 
and forbidden theme. 

However, seeming to collect him¬ 
self, he asked me to translate an¬ 
other passage. This turned out to 
be a singular incantatory formula 
for the exorcism of the dead, with 
a ritual that involved the use of 
rare Arabian spices and the proper 
intoning of at least a hundred 
names of ghouls and demons. I 
copied it all out for Carnby, who 
studied it for a long time with a 
rapt eagerness that was more than 
scholarly. 

“That, too,” he observed, “is not 
in Olaus Wormius.” After perusing 
it again, he folded the paper care¬ 
fully and put it away in the same 
drawer from which he had taken 
the Necronomicon. 

THAT evening was one of the 
strangest I have ever spent. As 

we sat for hour after hour dis¬ 
cussing renditions from that un¬ 
hallowed volume, I came to know 
more and more definitely that my 
employer was mortally afraid of 
something; that he dreaded being 
alone and was keeping me with him 
on this account rather than for any 
other reason. Always he seemed to 
be waiting and listening with a 
painful, tortured expectation, and 
X saw that he gave only a mechan¬ 
ical awareness to much that was 

. said. Among the weird appur¬ 
tenances of the room, in that atmos¬ 
phere of unmanifested evil, of un¬ 
told horror, the rational part of 

tral fears. A scorner of such things 
in my normal moments, I was now 
ready to believe in the most bale¬ 
ful creations of superstitious fancy. 
No doubt, by some process of men¬ 
tal contagion, I had caught the 
hidden terror from which Carnby. 
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ASTOUNDING STORIES 

We’ll Welcome 

Suggestions from Readers. 

For 

STRANGE TALES 

Is Your Magazine 

-The Editor 
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The Awful Injustice 
By S. B. H. Hurst 

‘'jf' "^T E sat in the easy chair in had I seen a more worried face. 
|—I my office, facing me. The “X am Judge Romain, Doctor,” he 
fl M light from the window said, after a short while. 

by my desk showed his I bowed, somewhat startled, for 
strong face, his fine physique. I saw Judge Romain was the Chief Justice 

i of forty. -—-—-- of the 
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138 STRANGE TALES 

■who stood by Romain’s side. Then 
Romain began to wash his hands. 
He spoke, and I needed no transla¬ 
tor for the words he said: 

“I am innocent of the blood of 
this Just Person: see ye to it!” 

The mob howled joyfully. 
And Sykes was shivering and 

cringing at my side in the dark. 
“You see—he was Pilate! Pontius 
Pilate! From him came the sense 
of murder, of awful injustice on 

“He^cannot get well, for remem¬ 
bering what he did will only make 
him worse!” 

IN THE NEXT ISSUE 

GUATEMOZIN THE VISITANT 
A Complete Novelette 

By Arthur J. Burks 

AFTER SUNSET 
A Creepy Story 

By Philip Hazleton 

THE BLACK MASS 
A Story of Black Magic 

By Capt. S. P. Meek 

CASSIUS 
An Absorbing Novelette—A Uniqua 

By Henry S. Whitehead 

WHEN DEAD GODS WAKE 
A Thrilling Story 

By Victor Rousseau 

-And Others ! 
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